


ftr'tdts Prince *fXy ft. 

Could I rage and rorcas doth the 

Yet the end muft be as ns : my gentle babe (JHnnnn 

Whom (for (he was borne at fea ) I haue named Co, 

Heete I change your char uy.vvithall; leamnghcr 

The infant c/youtcaie.'be.cechtef you to /"* J 1 ", 
rrincely training, that the may be mannerd as Oei borne. 

ChL rearc not (my Lord)but th.nke your Grace, 

That fed my Country with your CotnC.for which, 

Tne peoples prayers daily fall vpon you muft m yourchilde 
Be thought on, if neglect Ihould therein make me tile. 

The corn non body by you rclieud. 

Would force me to my duty, but it to trial, 

Mv nature need a fpurre, theGods reuengeit 
Vpon me and mine, to the end of generation, 

P,r.l belen.eyou.ycurhononraod^so^^ 

Teach mee toot without your vowes ull ftie be marr.ed, 
Maddam, by bright DUtta, whom wc hdneur, 

AH vnfifterd (hall his heyres of mine remaine. 

Though I fhew will in t ; fo I take my leau* : 

Good Maddam, make me bleffed, .in your care 

In bringing tp my childe. fiullno tbemoredeer«tomy 

Dint. I hauc one my feue , who man 
reipc& then yours m y Lord. 

Per. My thanks and prayers. O f t hefhore, then 

X!Tv.ille*«youroffn “’Siftci., « 

Lay with you in your Coffer, which ar a y 
Know you the Cbarafter? « f s iwell renaembd 
Tbl It is my Lords, that I , by * 

mm ob my learning ;blH whethet ther. h©l] 
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fyrkltt Prkte of T pi* 

. oltf Gods, I cannot lightly faytbut fince King Tricks m 
ded Lord,I «ere (ball fee againe, a vaftall liuery will I take me t» 

and neuer more hauc iojf. 

n er. Maddam, if this you purpofc as ye fpeake, 

Dunnes Temple isnot diftant farre. 

Where you may abide till your date expire, 

Moreouer if you pleafe aNeece of mine. 

Shall their attend you, 

Tbni.Uy recompenceis thanks.thats all. 

Yet aiy good will is great, the gift fmall. Eteih 

Enter Gower. 


Gower. Imagine Pericles arriude at Tjre„ 
Welcomd and fctlcd to his owne defire? 
Hiswofull Queeae weleaueat Epbefm, 
vnto Dtan/t thcr’s a Yotariffe. 

Now to Marina bend your minde. 

Whom our faft growing fccne muft find 
At Tbarfftt,ind by C/rowtraind 
I’nMufickesletters.who hath gaind 
Ofeducation all the grace 
Which makes high both the art and place 
Ofgenerall wonder but alacke 
That mender Enuy oft the wrackc 
Of earned praife, Mnrind s life 
Seeke to take off by treafons knife. 

And in this kinde, our Cleon hath 
One daughter and a full growne wench, 

£ uea ripe for marriage fight : this Maid 
Hight Philoten :and it is laid 
For certaine in our (lory, (he 
Would eucr with Marinar be. 

Beet when they weaude thefleded filke. 

With fingers long, fmall, white as tnilke, 
Orwhenfhe would with fharpe needle wound, 
The Cambrickc which (he made more found 
By hurting it, ot when too’ th Lute 
She fung,and made the nigh* bed mute, 
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